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day. It was a reminiscence of Sir Walter Raleigh's Cloak which on
that day had done good and sweet service, in the carriage and on the
turf of the hillside.
Friday, 2 October
Prostrate with neuralgia.
Our ginger plant is now in magnificent blossom, a curious
tendrilled flower like an orchis, and the scent so strong that we have
teen obliged to turn the plant from the dining into the drawing
room and thence into the hall.
Sunday, 4 October
Much better, but still weak.
This morning I had a kind letter from Adelaide from Clifton
and Kathleen enclosed some hymns she had copied out for me and
some references to passages in our favourite In Memoriam.
Monday, 5 October
Hannah Hood uses a curious word for 'gulp'. She says, 1 took
two or three "glutches" of port wine'.
This month there is in the Cornhill Magazine an article on Crabhe's
poetry. My Father says he remembers staying with the Longmires
at Wingfield about the year 1830. They took him one afternoon to
a, book sale at Trowbridge, of which parish the poet Crabbe was
then Rector. In the evening the whole party adjourned to the Rec-
tory, where they found Crabbe playing whist with three friends in
a large drawing room. Crabbe's son (who was acting as his father's
curate) was present, a keen-looking laughable man, an exaggerated
likeness of Henry Dew. He came forward to receive the visitors
while Crabbe continued his game. My Father describes the poet as
being a small plain insignificant-looking old man, bald and with a
whitish yellow complexion.
Wednesday, j October
For some time I have been trying to find the right word for the
shimmering glancing twinkling movement of the poplar leaves in
the sun and wind. This afternoon I saw the worn written on the
poplar leaves. It was 'dazzle'. The dazzle of the poplars.
Saturday, 17 October
This evening I had a kind note from Mrs. Heanley enclosing some

